



S!; tl! 


uni 


ii I 

■ 1 


hii 


ill ii 


mi 


ngns || ||B 




YJirtcoMemton ffffWomof^mtu^Wufes, 

2. All things is handfomc now my Lord. 

Stiff. Then draw- the Curtaincs againc and get you gon. 

And yonfhall haueyour firme reward anon.. 

Exit murtherm. 

Enter the King and Qtteene, t be- Duke of B uckingham, and the- Daks’ 
afStmerfit,a»dtke Cardinally 
King. My Lord ofSuffolke go call one Vnkle Glofter^ 

Tell him this day we will that he do cleere himfclfe. 

Suffolk? . I will my Lord. Exit Suffolk ? * 

K. And good my Lords proceedno further ’gainftoiuj vnckle. 
Then by iuft proofe you can affirme : 

For as the fucking childeor barmleffe Larabe,, 

So is he innocent of trealbn toour State. 

Enter Suffolk?,. 

How now Suffolke, where* s our Vnckle #* 

Stef. Dead in his bed, my Lord ofGloftersdcad. 

The King ffals in a found., 

Queene. Aye me, the King is dead.- helpe, helpe, my Lords. 
Stiff, Comfort my Lord* gracious Henry comfort. 

King, What doth my Lord of Suffolke bid mecomfort^ 
Came he euen now to fing a Rauens. note. 

And thinkes he that thechcrping ofa-Wren r 
By crying comfort through a hollow voyce,. 

Can (atisfiemy greefes, or cafe my heart l 
Thou balefull meflenger out ofmy fight. 

For euen in thine eye-bals murthcr fits : 

Yetdonotgoe, ComeBafiliske 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

fffueea. Why do you rate my Lord ofSuffolkc thus ? 

As if that he had caufd Duke Humffries death ? 

The Duke and I too you know were enemies. 

And y’had beft fay that I did murcher him.. 

King. Ah woe is me for wretched Glofters death. 

Oft. Be woe for nsemore wretched then he was ; 

What doft thouiturne away and hide thy face?’ 

3 am no loathfome Leapcr,looke onme. 

Was I for this nigh wrack* vpon the fca*, 
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of Torkc&HdLAHMtttfi. 

And thriceBy aukward winds driuenback froEngladsbounds? 
What mightit bode, but that well foretelling ' * 

Winds faid, Seeke not afeorpions nefi. b 

Enter the Earles off iramjcke & Salisbury-, 

War. My Lord, The Commonslike an hungry hiue offices 
Run vp and downe, caring not whom they ftimf * 

For good Duke Humfriei death, whom they repore 
To be murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heerc. 

King. That he. is dtadgoodWarwicke.istoo true. 

But how he dyed God knowes, not Henry. 

n ^Tc ^ m « his P ri »y chamber my.Lord, and view the body, 
Good father ftay you. withthe rudemultitude, till Treturne. 

^ W W nC \ „ Exit Salisbury 

ITamtcke drawes the Curtaim Avdfhewes Duke Hum- 

frey tn his bed, 

King. Ah Vnkle Glofter,heaucn receiuethyfouIc 

Farewell poore Henries ioynow.thpu art gone. 

„ ^ r - No r w by h's foulethat tookeour fhape vponhim. 

To tree vs from h|s Fathers dreadfull curfe, 

I am refolu d that violent hands; were laid? 

Vpon the life of this thrice famous- Duke. 

^ deadfall oath, fworne with a folemne tongue 

What inftancegiuesLord/r»^% for : thefa W ords ? * 

ITar. Oft hand feene aximeiy parted Ghoft 
Of afhy femblance, pale andbloodlefle; 

But loethe blood is fctlcd in hisface. 

More better coloured.then when he tiu’d. 

His well proportion d beard made rough and ftemc, 

His fingers fpred abroad as one that graliptfor iife. 

Yet was by ftrength fatprifd, the leaft of thefe arc probable, 

Jt cannot c hoofc but he wa£ murthered, 

Suffolke, and the Cardinal hacihinaii* charge. 

And they I truft fir^rc no. murtherers, 
war. I, buc tis well knowne they were not his friends,. 

And tis well feene h,e fouad fome enemies, 

ard. But haue ye np greater proofes then thefe? 

w*r a Who fees a heyfcr,dead andblecdmg frefb. 
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